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In fields their boyish feet had known ?

In trees their fathers' hands had set,

And which with them had grown.

Widening each year their leafy coronet ?

Felt they no pang of passionate regret

For those nnsolid goods that seem so much our

own?

These things are dear to every man that lives,
And life prized more for what It lends than gives.
Yea, many a tie, through iteration sweet.
Strove to detain their fatal feet;
And yet the enduring half they chose,
"Whose choice decides a man life's slave or king,
The invisible things of God before the seen and

known:

Therefore their memory inspiration blows
With echoes gathering on from zone to zone;
For manhood is the one immortal thing
Beneath 1 ime's changeful sky,
And, where it lightened once, from age to age,
Men come to learn, in grateful pilgrimage,
That length of days is knowing when to die.

VIII.

What marvellous change of things and men!
She, a world-wandering orphan then.
So mighty now !    Those are her streams
That whirl the myriad, myriad wheels
Of all that does, and all that dreams,
Of all that thinks, and all that feels,
Through spaces stretched from sea to sea j
By idle tongues and busy brains.